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Chapter 1: Going 


Going Through Hell for One Simple Reason 
Created on 8/6/13, 7:09PM 


After Henriksen's little speech, silence but for the 
muffled voices of the cops from the other side of the 
thick metal walls, and the distant, almost 
recognizable sound of music fell over the small cell he 
and Sam had been shoved into. 


Dean could have sworn he knew the name of that 
song. His fingers twitched against his leg, trying to 
follow the beat of the music, but unable to find it. He 
could almost hear the words, almost identify the 
rhythm. But everytime he thought he had it, the name 
Slipped away, eluding capture. 


If only they were that good at not getting caught. 


He sighed, and pressed his knuckles into his 
forehead. His hands were still cuffed together, and his 


wrists were starting to hurt from where the metal bit 
into his skin. Henriksen definitely wasn't playing 
around this time. 


He really hated the fact that he almost sympathized 
with the guy. Almost. When they'd first heard of him, 
Dean had found him an annoyance, but he hadn't 
really had a negative opinion of him. He was like 
them, doing his job, protecting people. Even Dean had 
to admit that all the evidence was pretty damning. It 
was just his luck that that shapeshifter had decided to 
take his form before they killed it. 


But now? After what he'd said to them, about their 
father, about them being murderers, about how he'd 
make sure he never saw Sam again... 


He dropped his heads from his head, and let his eyes 
roam the small cell again, looking for anything, 
anything at all that would help them escape. But he 
found nothing. 


He really hated that guy. Dropping his head into his 
hands again, he closed his eyes for a few seconds to 
keep himself from leaping to his feet and charging at 
the bars of the cell. When he opened them again, 
calmer, movement out of the corner of his eye drew 
his attention to Sam, and he let his hands fall into his 
lap. 

At first, Dean just thought the reason his brother's 
hands were shaking was because he was angry. Heck, 
Dean was angry. Not only had they been arrested— 
yet again—for crimes neither of them had committed 
but, Bela, damn her, had betrayed them yet again and 


had taken off with the Colt. Now they were probably 
going to be shoved into some rothole of a prison, and 
this time, they wouldn't have an escape plan set up 
ahead of time. 


So, yeah, Dean was pissed. Mostly at himself. He'd 
made a mistake, going to Bela's hotel room. That had 
been a stupid mistake. He should have known she'd 
take off and set a trap. Sighing through his nose, he 
started trying once again to think of a plan to get 
them out of there, but couldn't stop the small voice in 
the back of his head that shouted that that it was his 
fault they were there in the first place, that if he had 
just been smarter, they wouldn't need to think of a 
way out. 


He wouldn't be surprised if Sam blamed him as well. 
Out of the corner of his eye, he could see his brother's 
hands, clutched into the fabric of his jeans, his 
knuckles tight and his hands trembling, and he knew 
that Sam had to be really, really angry. 


Because most of the time Sam seemed to forget that 
he was a huge, six-foot-four tall dude that hunted 
monsters for a living and could probably knock out 
anyone with one hit. His brother usually, somehow, 
managed to make you forget how he was practically a 
giant, too. It was the way his eyes sparkled when he 
laughed, and the way his smile just seemed so kind 
and trusting. No one would ever be afraid of Sam if 
he didn't want them to be. 


He went from hulking giant to kicked puppy the 
second you looked at the expression on his face. Dean 
didn't know how he managed it. He liked to think of 


himself as a cool guy, but most of the time, people 
Saw him as the threat, not Sam. 


The only times he'd ever heard his brother raise his 
voice or shout was when someone was in danger or 
hurt, or John had said something stupid that yet again 
ignited the spark of rage and disappointment that 
seemed to have always existed between his brother 
and father. He'd hated those arguments Sam and John 
had always gotten into, the shouting and screaming 
and slamming of doors, the words they spoke to 
eachother, words that should never have been spoken 
to someone you were supposed to love and protect, he 
hated them more than he'd ever hated anything in his 
life. He hated them more than the demon that had 
killed his mother. 


So when he turned to look at his brother, intending to 
send him a reproving look, because looking all scary 
and murderous—and Dean knew just how scary his 
brother could get sometimes—wasn't going to help 
their case with the police, he wasn't expecting the 
look he found on Sam's face. 


It wasn't anger. 


Sam stared straight ahead, his eyes unblinking and 
locked onto the wall past the bars that separated 
them from the rest of the room. 


Dean's eyes darted to follow his brother's gaze, 
wondering what he was looking at, only to see a blank 
wall. Nothing. Sam wasn't looking at anything. 


What the... ? 
He opened his mouth to speak, but then he realized 


with confusion that his brother's breathing was far 
from steady. 


When the sound of clinking metal finally registered in 
his mind, Dean realized that it wasn't just Sam's 
hands that were shaking, either. 


His entire body was trembling. His eyes still locked 
into the distance, as though he could see something 
Dean couldn't. The clinking of metal came from the 

handcuffs his brother wore, and the shackles at his 

feet. 


"Sam." He said, trying to grab his brother's attention, 
trying to shake him out of whatever trance he'd fallen 
into. His brother didn't react. "Sam, hey, wake up." 
He said louder, snapping his fingers infront of his 
brother's face. 


To his shock, Sam flinched away as though he'd been 
struck, his eyes widening and the air from his lungs 
leaving him in a sudden gasp as though he'd been 
kicked in the stomach. 


Before Dean could even process what had happened, 
Sam had shoved himself away, and pressed himself 
into the corner of the bed where the two concrete 
walls of the prison cell met, his arms flying up to 
protect his head as he shouted, his voice raw and 
filled with fear, "No!" 


"Sam!" Dean lunged across the small space that now 
separated him, frantic to shield his brother from 
whatever was hurting him. "Sam, what is it? What's 
wrong?" His feet taking a familiar defensive stance on 
the floor, he threw his arms out and pressed his back 


against Sam's arms, literally shielding him with his 
body as his eyes tore through the small cell, looking 
for any indication that a demon or spirit was 
attacking his little brother. 


But there was nothing. Just like before. No cold chills, 
no darkness he could sense just at the edges of his 
awareness, no binding runes carved into the walls, 
nothing. 


Sam shouted wordlessly behind him, and pressed 
himself further into the wall, as though trying to 
disappear through it to escape whatever was 
attacking him. 


Dean felt his legs get almost yanked out from beneath 
him when Sam tried to pull his legs up onto the bed. 
Quickly dropping from his standing position and onto 
the bed before Sam knocked him down, he pulled his 
feet up so that there was enough slack in the chain 
for Sam to do the same. 


Sam did, pulling his feet off of the floor as though 
something under the bed were going to grab him. The 
horrible thought crossed Dean's mind that there 
might actually be something down there, and heart 
pounding in his chest, hardly believing what he was 
doing, Dean moved to the edge of the bed—careful 
not to pull too much on the chain—and leaned over. 


There was nothing under the bed. 


A shuddering breath from Sam quickly drew his 
attention back to the real issue, and he pulled himself 
back into a sitting position, his heart hammering with 
anxiety and confusion. What the hell was wrong with 


Sam? 


His brother had curled himself into a ball in the 
corner, his legs pulled up to his chest and his arms 
Shielding his head, his entire body shaking and his 
breathing nothing more than panicked, fearful gasps. 


Dean had killed a lot of monsters. He'd saved a lot of 
people. But he hadn't been able to save everyone. And 
the ones he'd been able to weren't always in the best 
of shape afterwards. He'd seen people freak out. He'd 
seen them lose themselves to pure, unadulterated 
panic. 


And what was happening to Sam was starting to seem 
more and more like what happened when the people 
he saved had gone through too much to handle. 


He reached a hand out to try and pull Sam's arm 
down, but his brother jerked back so quickly, with so 
much fear suddenly, palpably spiking outward from 
him that Dean quickly backed off, his heart in his 
throat. 


Pain. Pain so bad his throat wanted to bleed from how 
loud he screamed. 


With a gasp, his hands, still trapped together by the 
handcuffs he wore, flew to cover his eyes when the 
room suddenly seemed to flare as bright as the sun. 
The light of the fire burning into the back of his head 
as the man, the monster, lifted the knife above his 
head, his eyes wild and crazed and filled with 
sickening glee as he grinned a smile painted with 
blood. 


And suddenly the bars of the cell seemed to close in 


on him, constricting him, confining him. Crushing the 
air from his lungs and tearing all sane thought from 
his mind. 


"NO!" His voice tore through the mad laughter that 
filled the darkness as fire flashed and danced in 
sickening circles and jumps, illuminating the man— 
the monster's—face as he brought the knife down. 


Time slowed. 


His shoulders slammed into the bars of the cage as he 
desperately clawed a hand through the small gap 
between the metal rods, desperately reaching, trying 
to stop what had already happened. 


Horror filled Dean. 


The blood splashed up, shining and grotesquely 
bright as the droplets flew through the air, the fire 
and the darkness reflecting off of them, off of the 
floor that was soaked in red, off of the pale, lifeless 
eyes that stared at him, unblinking, unmoving, gone 
forever. 


IT WAS THE HEAT OF THE MO— 


The sound of his brother's scream shocked his eyes 

open, and Dean barely had time enough to gasp ina 
breath of air before Sam had launched himself from 
the corner he'd backed himself into. 


Arms as strong as steel wrapped around his stomach, 
crushing the air he'd just sucked down out of his 
lungs once more, and then they were falling and— 


And then the floor dropped out from beneath their 
feet, and his hand reached out, to grab Dean's, to try 


to keep him safe, but his eyes were useless, and he 
couldn't see, and he couldn't find Dean, and they 
were falling, and their screams echoed and slammed 
into his ears so he thought they would bleed— 


—And then they hit the ground. 

Pain. 

Wrongness. 

Something wrong with his back. 

"Dean." His hand reached out across the broken wood 
and glass. 

He couldn't feel his legs. 

"Dean, please..." His hand met something warm and 
sticky. 

"S-Sam..." the voice, barely above a whisper, was 
choked out. A sickening gurgling sound, "Sam, I'm 


sorry...please, please don't—" Coughing. Choking. His 
brother, dying. 

His fingers twitched. Tried to take Dean's hand, tried 
to grab onto his hand, tried to touch him, because if 
he was near him then he wouldn't— 

"Dean, pl-please..." 

The hand beneath his gripped his fingers weakly. His 
eyes burned. His lungs burned. His head ached. He 
couldn't feel his feet. But his fingers held Dean's 
hand, with all the strength left in his broken body he 
latched onto his brother's hand. Because if he was 
near him, then he wouldn't die. 


Coughing. Labored breathing that tore his heart to 


shreds. 
"It's...1t's n-not your fault, Sammy..." 


NO! No, no, no, don't say that, please, no, not again, 
no, don't leave me, don't leave me—! 


The hand beneath his lost its grip... 
And fell limp. 

His soul shattered. 

IT WAS THE HEA— 


"What the hell is going on in here?" Henriksen's voice 
was a Shout, shockingly loud, commanding attention, 
and Dean's ears rang when something was slammed 
against the bars of the cage—no, the cel/—and he 
struggled to open his eyes against the blinding pain 
that surrounded his chest. 


Something heavy lay across him. He couldn't move. 
He couldn't breathe. 


A vice-grip encircled his ribcage. Stars danced across 
his vision. The back of his head felt like it had been 
smashed in with a sledgehammer, and he could feel 
something sticky in his hair. 


Suddenly he realized that it was his brother lying on 
top of him, it was his brother that clutched him in so 
tight a grip that his lungs couldn't find air. 


"“Sam—!" He gasped, struggling to draw in air past 
the crushing hug his brother held him in, "Sam, let—" 
he couldn't breathe. Darkness swept across his vision, 
and his mind flashed back to the memory of being 
locked in the cage in that room, Dean's pale, lifeless 
eyes staring back at hi— 


—He barely had the chance to recognize that there 
was something wrong with that thought before the 
cell door slammed open, the metal on metal crash 
jarring him down to the bones, his heart skipping a 
beat even as Sam's weight was suddenly thrown off of 
him. 

He had less than a moment to catch his breath, to 
realize that one of the cops had tackled Sam, was 
pinning him to the ground—and the ground rushed up 
to slam into him and then a knife was pressed to his 
neck, and he could hear Dean shouting his name, and 
the pounding of feet on the sidewalk, and the sudden, 
shocking sound of a single gunshot— 


And then another cop was above Dean, and he was 
grabbing his shoulders, pulling him away from Sam— 
pulling him from the wreckage of the burning 
building even as he screamed Dean's name—his face 
blurred and doubled when he leaned over Dean, 
mouthing words he knew were shouts, but all he 
could hear was Sam's voice, Sam's voice screaming, 
crying, begging Dean not to leave him again. 
Deafening his ears to anything else. 


The only sound in the room was his ragged breathing, 
the clink of metal as the chain connecting them was 
removed, and Henriksen's voice as he ordered the 
cops to do something Dean couldn't quite make out. 


His world had been consumed by Sam's voice. 
Sam's VOICe... 

Sam's voice was in his head. 

Dean, please, please don't go, don't leave me again, 


don't let them take you, please you have to remember 
you can't forget me, please, Dean, please, please 
don't leave me I don't want you to go! 


His brother's voice was filled with agony and fear and 
desperation. 


Dean, please don't leave me! 
And he was the only one who could hear it. 


"Sam, Sammy, listen to me," He managed to choke 
out, the world heaving and twisting around him as he 
was forced none-too gently to his feet by the cop, who 
was still saying something to him, but he couldn't 
hear him over Sam's voice echoing in his head, so 
frightened and full of fear that Dean felt his heart 
crack right down the middle. "It's al-it's alright, 
Sammy, it's alright, you're safe now, nothing's gonna 
touch you, alright?" 


The cop—he was shouting something at Dean, and he 
had a gun out now, had it pointed at Dean, was 
shouting at him to-to do something, but the world 
around him was growing fuzzy, wavering at the edges 
as the room seemed the darken and blur. 


Dizziness swam through his head, and the ground 
rushed up to meet him. It was only the cop—he'd read 
his nametag before, but couldn't remember it now— 
grabbing him before he could hit the concrete that 
kept him from passing out entirely. 


Apparently giving up on trying to make him stand, 
Dean was hauled by the arm the few steps to the 
other side of the room, and pushed down onto the bed 
so that he was sitting with his back to the wall. 


His head pounding, he struggled to look up, to look 
over the cop's shoulder, trying to find Sam, his little 
brother, so that he could protect him, because he was 
still so afraid, still screaming in his head for Dean to 
not leave him, but the world was still spinning, and he 
couldn't focus his eyes enough to separate the blurs 
of color he saw into concrete images. 


His heard was tilted back, fingers to his forehead, and 
then a blindingly white light sent pain stabbing 
through his eyes. 


Concussion, he suddenly realized, trying to bat the 
light—flashlight—out of the cop's hand, He's checking 
for a concussion. 


Sam's voice had faded from the screams it had been 
to a broken, defeated whisper, repeating over and 
over and over again, Don't forget me, please, don't 
leave me, don't forget me, don't forget me, please, 
please, don't leave me, don't leave... 


He had absolutely no idea what the hell was going on, 
why he could suddenly hear Sam's voice in his head, 
live his memories as though they were his own, or 
even when the memories were from—because nothing 
like that had ever happened to them—but he knew 
that he absolutely had to protect Sam. 


He had to tell him that he was safe, that they were 
safe, nothing was going to hurt him, nothing was 
going to— 

And then his vision returned suddenly, slamming his 
senses back into the present, and he was met with the 
horrifying sight of three of the other cops hauling 


Sam up from the floor and dragging him out of the 
cell. 


He lurched forward, to try and stop them, to stop 
them from taking Sam, his Sammy, his little brother, 
who was so afraid, afraid of them, afraid of the jail 
cell, afraid of losing Dean, and he had to protect him, 
had to get him out of there, had to save him, but the 
cop that had been checking him for a concussion 
pushed back against his shoulders, forcing him back 
against the wall, unable to move to defend his 
brother, who didn't even try to fight against their 
hold. 


"No!" He shouted, trying to shove the man away from 
him, struggling to get to his feet. But it was no use. 
The world was moving too fast and too slow all at 
once, and he couldn't keep up. His movements were 
uncoordinated and confused, and the cop had no 
trouble keeping him in place. "No, no, Sam! Stop! 
Stop, you're hurting him!" He roared, "Leave him 
alone!" 


Take a good look at Sam. You two are never going to 
see eachother again. 


Henriksen's words echoed in his head, and Dean felt 
his heart break in half. 


Hands grabbing at him, pulling at him, voices, voices 
speaking to him, harsh, screaming sirens that 
destroyed the world with their sound. The lack of 
sound. Red pooled out beneath his knees, soaking 
into his legs, his skin, burning into him, tearing him 
apart from the inside out. His heart wasn't beating. It 


was Still within his chest. Dead. Gone. His brother 
was gone. Hands, pulling at Dean, trying to pull him 
away. Voices, speaking to him, telling him that it was 
Okay, that it was alright, that he was safe, telling him 
to let go, to give Dean to them, that they would help, 
they would help him, that they would help Dean, too. 


Didn't they see the blood? Couldn't they hear? Didn't 
they know what day it was? He closed his eyes. 
Clutched Dean closer to him. Buried his face in his 
hair. He wasn't waking up. He wouldn't wake up. 
Today was Wednesday. Dean was never going to wake 
up. His brother was dead. Gone. It was Wednesday. 
Sam was never going to wake up again. 


He shoved the voices away. They didn't matter. 
Nothing mattered. Dean wouldn't wake up. He 
wouldn't wake up. It was Wednesday. Tuesday had 
finally ended. He wished it was Tuesday. 


Sharp pain in his arm. Voices, talking to him still, 
reassuring him. 

The world spun. Hands on him to keep him from 
falling over. 

Dean was tugged away. The hands held him in place 
as he struggled. 


Arms pulled him gently to his feet. Whispers. 
Assurances that everything would be alright. 

The world fell out from beneath him. 

Dean's eyes snapped open as he was abruptly 
Slammed back into reality. The cop—Grey, the name 


tag read, he could see it now—was still posed infront 
of him, one hand warily pointed toward Dean, palm 


out to hold him in place if he tried to struggle, the 
other hovering over the gun at his hip. He was young, 
Dean suddenly realized, probably younger than Sam, 
and scared. 


He thought Dean was some sort of devil-worshiping 
psycho-nutjob. Of course he was scared. 


"Please," he somehow managed to force out when it 
felt like his entire body was numb, "Please," He said, 
his voice breaking, "Please, just tell me my brother's 
alright." 


The kid—he couldn't shake the thought that the guy 
was probably younger than his brother—stared at 
him, his eyes wary and fearful. "I-uh, I mean, I-I don't 
know," He said, his eyes darting toward the cell door 
for an instant before snapping back to Dean's, 
obviously afraid that he'd let his guard drop and was 
about to be attacked. 


Dean's eyes followed the kid's gaze, and he stared, his 
eyes widening. 

Sam lay in the cell across the aisle. 

He wasn't moving. 

He lay on his side, his eyes unblinking and glazed. 


"Sam." Dean's voice came out as a whisper. He fought 
the memory of horror that wanted to rise up in him. 
The memory wasn't even his. "Sammy," His voice 

rose. His brother didn't even so much as twitch. He 
turned to the cop, his face twisting into a snarl, "What 
the hell have you done to him?" 


The kid jerked back, his face white with fear and his 


hand jerking to grab the gun at his side, the sound 
shockingly loud in the silence that followed as 
crimson seemed to blossom suddenly across his 
brother's chest. He didn't even have time to scream 
betore— 


IT WAS THE HEAT OF THE MOMENT— 


Hardly able to breathe, his heart pounding in his 
chest, Dean struggled to bring his suddenly blurred 
vision back into focus. Blinking rapidly, it was the 
sudden movement and noise from the door of his cage 
—no, cell, he practically snarled to himself—that 
finally shocked him entirely back into realty. 


"Get the hell out of there!" Henriksen had appeared 
from wherever the hell he'd disappeared to, and had 
grabbed the young cop by the arm and was dragging 
him away from Dean, his face livid with rage, "Are 
you crazy?" He snarled, shaking and flinging one arm 
out to point at Sam, "Those psychos are willing to 
attack each other for a chance to escape!" He 
snapped, "What the hell makes you think they'll think 
twice of doing the same to you?" 


The door of Dean's cell slammed shut with a ringing 
crash that made fear that wasn't his own slam into 
him as Sam visibly flinched. 


This time, no foreign memory rose up to steal him 
from reality, but he could feel his brother's emotions 
as sharply as they were his own. 


Henriksen slammed a palm against the door of his ca 
—cell, causing him to flinch back as a fresh wave of 
fear washed over him, and for a moment, darkness 


and fire flashed before his eyes and he felt himself 
sinking back into the mire of fear and horror that 
clouded his brother's mind. 


It was Henriksen's voice that brought him back to 
reality once more. "You know," He said, his voice loud 
and filled with scorn when Dean looked up to see him 
leaning against the wall near the door, his sharp gaze 
locked onto his like a predator examining its prey as 
the kid stood nervously next to him, "I'm not sure why 
I thought you guys would at least understand the 
concept of loyalty." He shrugged, tilting his head to 
the side a bit, and glancing over to look at the cage 
Sam was in. "Guess I was wrong." 


He pushed himself off the wall, and left the room. The 
kid playing at being a cop shot Dean one more pale- 
faced look of fear, then quickly followed the FBI agent 
out of the room, as though afraid to be in there alone 
with them. 


Dean was only able to keep himself still for the two 
seconds it took for the door to shut. Then he was on 
his feet, forcing them to move as he launched himself 
towards the bars of his cage, his arm reaching 
through them desperately in an attempt to reach his 
brother. "Sam!" He shouted, the world spinning as he 
struggled to focus his vision on his brother's 
unmoving form, "Sammy!" 


"Sam?" His brother's voice echoed strangely, "Sam, I 
am seriously starting to freak out here, so can you 
please tell me what the hell is going on?" 


His back pressed against the cold metal of the door, 


barely able to contain the panic that wanted to claw 
its way up his throat in a scream, he clenched his 
fingers around fistfuls of hair as he pressed his palms 
to his ears, trying to block out the sound of his 
brother's voice. 


He was freaking out, Sam could tell. Dean tried to 
hide it, but he'd learned long ago when his older 
brother was trying to keep calm for his sake. Most of 
the time that happened, a monster had them trapped 
and they couldn't find a way out. Sam had known 
then that his brother would do anything to protect 
him. 

And so would he. 


"Sam?" He pressed his hands harder against his ears 
and shut his eyes. "Look, just let me out, untie me, 
and we'll talk about this, okay? I'm-I'm not mad at 
you, Sammy. Just let me out, okay?" 


"T can't," He whispered, blinking rapidly to an 
attempt to ward off the tears that wanted to gather at 
the backs of his eyes, hardly able to breathe past the 
sudden lump in his throat, "Dean, I can't, I just can't. 
I'm sorry." 

With a gasp, Dean found himself once more back in 
reality, his heart pounding in his chest and his eyes 
stinging with unshed tears as he fought to remain 
upright while the world spun and twisted around him, 
refusing to stay still no matter how much he willed it 
to. 


Sliding to the floor with only the support of the bars 
of his ca—cell—holding him up, he stared across the 


short distance that seemed to go on for miles to 
where his brother still lay on the cold concrete floor, 
unmoving, unblinking, his body curled in on himself 
as though to fend off an attacker. 


"Sam," He whispered brokenly, his heart heavy with 
the weight of a thousand horrors that didn't even 
belong to him, a single tear escaped to trace its way 
down his cheek, "Sam, what the hell happened to 
you?" 

The floor seemed to tilt up towards him, and he clung 
on to the bars of cell to stay upright as though his life 
depended on it, refusing to remove his gaze from his 
brother's defeated form. The pounding in his head ran 
in time with his heart, and the sound seemed to 
scatter his thoughts with each spike of pain it sent 
crashing through his skull. 


He almost missed Sam's answer when he finally 
spoke, his words were too soft, the pounding in 
Dean's head too loud. 


"Tuesday." 


Dean flinched, pain exploding in white lights behind 
his eyes at the sudden movement, dread that wasn't 
his filling him at the sound of the first real word that 
his brother had uttered since they'd been captured. 


How could two syllables be so horrifying? 


He pressed his cheek against the cold metal of the 
cell, fighting to keep his eyes open against the sudden 
weakness that had filled him. His limbs felt heavy as 
hell, and his eyes drooped every few seconds, only for 
him to snap his head up again a moment later. "T- 


Tuesday?" He asked, unable to comprehend how one 
of the days of the week could have caused everything 
that was happening with his brother, "Wha—?" 


"Tuesday." Sam's voice was harsher, filled with pain. 
“Tuesday...and what came after. And now it's started 
again." Dean stared at the blurred form of his brother, 
trying to make out the expression on his face as the 
edges of his vision darkened almost to black. Barely 
able to understand what he was seeing, he watched 
with lagging consciousness as his little brother slowly 
got to his feet, hunched over as though the weight of 
the world were on his shoulders, his voice filled with 
such despair and rage and power that the very air 
seemed to tremble, "I won't go through this again, 
Dean, I won't." 


Sagging against the cell door as the last of his 
strength left him, the last thing Dean remembered 
was the snapping of bones and the sound of 
Henriksen's voice, rising in question as the metal-on- 
stone ring of the door slamming open knocked the 
final pillar of Dean's awareness out of place, and he 
faded into the black of unconsciousness. 


Chapter 2: Through 


Wednesday, Feburary 20th, 2008. 


Dean felt...light. 
Sort of...dizzy. 
Almost...like he was floating. 


He hung for a moment, suspended in the fog between 
waking and sleeping, sounds drifting in and out, just 
barely able to comprehend what they meant... 


And then, like a book slamming shut, realization hit 

him. 

He knew, suddenly, where he'd heard the song those 
cops had been listening to, before. He recognized it. 
He knew the rhythm, he knew the words. 


His eyes snapped open to stare up at a ceiling he 
didn't recognize. 


He knew that song. 
And he knew what it meant. 


"Sam...?" He sat up slowly, staring around warily 
when he found himself in a room he'd never seen 
before. He'd been lying on a bed—well, no, it was 
more of a mattress on the floor—that had been 
pushed into a corner, and as far as he could tell, he 
was in a basement of some sort. 


The floor was nothing but bare concrete, with a few 
dusty shelves along the walls that were filled to the 
brim with boxes and plastic containers to show that 
someone, or something, he had to remind himself, 
was living here. He was half expecting bloodstains 
and creepy things in jars, but instead, he found a 
normal looking basement, complete with organized 
chaos of junk piles pushed against the far walls. 


Pulling himself farther into a sitting position on the 
Surprisingly comfortable bed—which, when he 
glanced down, he realized with mortification was 
covered in a girly pink and purple flower pattern—he 


scanned the room to make sure that he was alone, 
then slowly got to his feet, careful not to move too 
quickly now that he was actually thinking straight, 
and was glad to realize that his concussion seemed to 
have faded. 


... Lhat...wasS WOrrying... 


Because he'd suffered exactly 29 concussions in his 
life—30, if you included this last one—and it always 
took at least a day for the pain to fade. Maybe two or 
three, depending on how bad it was. And this one had 
been pretty bad. 


Disquiet stalked its way through his mind, setting off 
warning bells and making his gut clench in 
apprehension. 


His hand automatically going to his pocket for his 
knife, he was both relieved and surprised to find that 
it was still there. His gun, though, was gone. Pulling 
out the knife and feeling the smallest measure of 
comfort return at the familiar weight in his hand, he 
stared in confusion as a small slip of paper fell out of 
his pocket and floated to the floor. 


Casting wary eyes around the room, he hesitated a 
moment before stooping down and snatching it off the 
floor. It was a piece of lined paper that had been torn 
in half and folded. Narrowing his eyes in suspicion, he 
unfolded it with one hand, and flipped it over to the 
back to read what had been written. 


Dean, 


You're in no danger here, and neither is Sam. I took 
your gun away because I don't like them, but I'll give 


it back when you leave. I'm letting you keep your 
knife as a sign of goodwill, but do me a favor and 
don't stab anyone, okay? I'm all for second chances, 
but not when it comes to the safety of my friends. 
You're not confined to the basement or anything, so 
feel free to come upstairs. Just don't attack anyone. 
Everyone in this house has already signed a non- 
aggressive pact, so you don't need to freak. Unless 
you see Xander. He might punch you. 


He will probably punch you. 

(You're not allowed to punch him back.) 
Yours distrustfully, 

Dawn. 

PS: You will also be signing the pact. 


The note was signed with a smiley face drawn in 
yellow marker. 


Dean stared down at it, struggling to push down the 
storm of emotions that wanted to rise up and swallow 
him whole. Hands shaking, he stuffed the note back 
into his pocket, trying to quell the urge to tear it to 
pieces and set them on fire. 


God fucking dammit, couldn't they ever catch a 
break?! 


His jaw clenched so tight he heard it creak, he 
slammed his eyes shut and focused on controlling the 
tidal wave of anger and—he hated to admit it, fear— 
that wanted to overwhelm him. For almost two solid 
minutes, he stood there, entire body tense, as a war 
waged inside him. Then he released a deep, held back 


Sigh of a breath, and slowly opened his eyes. 


The basement's lived-in air stared back at him, almost 
mocking in how normal it looked. 


He dragged another breath into his lungs, fighting the 
urge to tear his way up the wooden steps so that he 
could find his brother, and took stock of the situation. 


What was it that dad always said? Figure out what 
you have, what you need, and get the job done. He 
knew where he was, he knew the sort of people he 
was with, and he knew that he had to find Sam, and 
then both of them had to get the hell out of dodge. 


First thing was first. He had to go upstairs. 


Forcing himself to relaxed now that he had a plan of 
action, he folded his pocket knife so that the blade 
was hidden—but kept it in his hand in case he needed 
it—and, with one last wary glance around the room, 
made his way up the concrete stairs that would lead 
to the rest of the house he was being held in. 


He shoved away the voice in the back of his mind that 
taunted him that even though these people were far 
from innocent civilians, at least they had a house they 
got to live in. 


Unlike some people. It snipped sarcastically. 


Shut up. He snarled back, taking out his frustration at 
himself by glaring viciously at the door that now stood 
between him and his objective. 


A new sense of grief stole its way through his heart. 
It was so simple. 
Reach out. 


Open the door. 


His hands clenched of their own accord into fists at 
his sides, and his head bowed under the weight of the 
emotions that wanted to tear him apart and drag him 
down and into the past. 


The look on Sam's face as silence fell over the whole 
town. The single drop of crimson that had landed on 
his brother's skin, right above his eye, the same eye 
that stared at him in unimaginable horror. The silence 
lasted an instant before screams that echoed with the 
voices of the dead tore through the air. 


This time, the memory that tore the breath from his 
lungs and weakened his knees until he struggled to 
stand was his own. Dizziness assaulted him suddenly, 
and he gripped the wooden railing to keep from 
falling. He lifted a hand and pressed his palm into his 
suddenly aching forehead. It seemed like his 
concussion wasn't as healed as he'd first thought. 


Regaining his balance after a few moments, the 
aching in his head slowly fading back into nothing, he 
loosened his grip on the wooden railing, dropped the 
hand at his head back to his side, and, after a moment 
of hesitation, set it on the doorknob in front of him. 


He braced himself, ready in case this was all some 
sort of crazy trap to catch him off guard, the fingers 
he had wrapped around the pocket knife itching to 
throw it open in case anything leapt out at him, and 
gripped the doorknob in white-knuckled fingers. 


He had to find his brother. 
He knew now what song those cops had been playing, 


completely unaware of what the sound of it filtering in 
through the walls of their cell would do to Sam. 


But Dean did, because now he knew why his brother 
had reacted the way he had at the police station. 


Because just a week before, they'd visited some 
backwoods town that was known only for its supposed 
‘Mystery Spot’. 

They'd arrived late at night, with only enough energy 
left in them to pull themselves out of the car and into 
the nearest motel room, each of them collapsing into 
a bed with only a spare moment each to pull their 
shoes and coats off. 


Dean had been out like a light from the moment his 
head hit the pillow, and in the moment before he'd 
drifted into the sweet oblivion of sleep, his brother's 
soft snores had already started to drift up and into the 
peaceful darkness of the night. 


He had been the first to wake the next day, and after 
showering and letting Sam get a few more minutes 
Sleep, decided to wake his brother and test out the 
radio he'd spotted on the nightstand at the same time. 


He'd sat down on his bed, tying his shoes on tight, 
and, reaching over to turn on the radio, he'd been 
thrilled to find that one of his favorite songs by Asia 
was playing. 

The feeling had quickly disappeared, though, when he 
caught the expression on his younger brother's face 
as he sat up in an almost robot-like way that had Dean 
automatically tensing. "Rise and shine, Sammy," he 
called nonetheless, hoping to shake his brother out of 


the claws of whatever nightmare had gripped him, as 
he finished tying on his shoe. 


But his attempt to cheer his brother up did nothing. 
Cold and emotionless determination radiated outward 
like waves from his little brother as he swept the 
room with a steely gaze, his mouth set into a firm line 
and his eyes flashing fiery rage. 


Dean hadn't even had it in him to say a word, too 
confused by the pain and anger and steel that seemed 
to have overtaken his younger brother in the space of 
a single night. 


Whatever nightmare he'd had must have been 
serious. 


Before he could even think to form words, his 
brother's hand had come down with a controlled 
calmness that seemed to mask a storm of emotions 
that waited, ready to strike, just beneath the surface, 
and carefully, slowly twisted the knob of the radio 
with two fingers. 


The music shut off, and silence weighted down with a 
tension he didn't understand the meaning behind fell 
over the room like a suffocating cloak. 


"Sam...?" He'd spoken up after the silence became 
unbearable, confused and concerned by his brother's 
actions and the way his eyes seemed shrouded in 
darkness and desolation. 


His voice did nothing to break the spell that seemed 
to have fallen over his brother, much to his dismay, 
but it did draw his attention. Forced to stare directly 
into the steely gaze that had just a few hours ago 


been filled with nothing but sleepiness and 
contentment, but now seemed to belong to a soul torn 
to shreds, his stomach had dropped to his feet, and 
his blood ran cold in his veins. 


“Hurry up and get dressed," Sam had said, his voice 
level as his gaze swept the room, as though danger 
were waiting to leap out at any minute, not even 
seeming to notice that Dean was already dressed and 
putting his shoes on, "There's a diner a few blocks 
down the road. We're going there." 


His shoes already laced and ready, Dean sat there for 
a moment, as his brother stood and moved without 
hesitation across the room to his dufflebag, and 
started to get dressed with a quick efficiency that 
brought to mind more of a disciplined soldier rather 
than his little kid brother who regularly forgot that he 
was a giant and whose kindness knew no bounds, too 
shocked to react. 


The thought had briefly crossed his mind that his 

brother had been possessed, but the idea had been 
discarded before he even really had time to realize 
he'd thought of it. He'd seen his brother possessed. 
He'd seen him being controlled. He knew the signs. 


And the strange man in front of him that acted like 
the world was out to destroy him, was, without a 
doubt, his little baby brother. 


“How do you—" He'd only found out about the diner 
half an hour before, when he'd found a pamphlet 
advertising it in the phone book. This was the first 
time they'd ever gone anywhere near the town, there 


was no way Sam could have known about it. 


Unless he'd gone into major freaking research mode 
before they even got there... 


His half-formed question was cut off as Sam's eyes 
Slid to meet his as he shrugged his jacket on, 
apparently having decided to skip a shower, "I'm 
stuck in a time loop." He said, his words distracted, as 
if they didn't really matter, "I'll explain later." He 
snatched the Impala's 


keys off of the table where Dean had tossed them the 
night before, already striding towards the door with a 
fast pace that was filled with determined focus. 


Completely confused as to what the hell was going on, 
Dean got to his feet and grabbed his own jacket, 
intent on following his brother out to the car so they 
could leave for the diner, but was surprised when his 
brother spun around suddenly, his eyes blazing and 
one hand held outstretched to stop him from moving 
any further, his fingers stopping just an inch from 
Dean's chest. 


"No." He snarled, his voice low and dangerous as 
something like hatred flared in his eyes, "You. Wait. 
Here." With every word, he jabbed at Dean's chest 
with his fingers, as though to make sure he was 
paying attention. Dean couldn't help but flinch each 
time, the darkness in his brother's eyes scaring him 
even more than that hate he saw. The hate, at least, 
didn't seem to be directed at him. Sam took a single, 
Slow step backwards toward the door, his hand still 
outstretched, watching him warily like he was a dog 


that was being trained to stay, as though he were 
afraid he would still follow him, though in that 
moment, Dean wasn't sure his feet would work even if 
he'd wanted them to. "We're walking to the diner." 
Sam said, his voice low and allowing for no argument, 
"T just need to get something from the car." His voice 
had lost some of its steel, as though he'd finally 
realized how messed up he was acting, until it was 
back to the calm, puppy-dog-innocent tone of voice 
Dean was used to hearing when his brother was 
trying to sooth a particularly stressed or flighty 
individual. "Just wait here, Dean, please." 


"I—alright, man, alright," Dean said quickly, backing 
up half a step and half-lifting his hands into the air, 
his words coming out harsher than he'd intended as 
confusion and concern warred within him, "Chill." 


Sam stared at him for a moment, his nostrils flared 
and his eyes narrowed as though expecting more 
argument from him, before spinning around and 
darting out the motel room door before Dean really 
had a chance to realize that he'd even pulled it open. 


"Yeesh," He muttered, watching the door slam shut. 


It was only when the backs of his legs touched the 
mattress of the bed Sam had slept in the night before 
that he realized he'd been slowly backing away. 
Glaring daggers down at the bed, he had just started 
to stoop down to check and make sure there weren't 
any hex signs carved on it anywhere when the heart- 
stoppingly close sound of a gun going off shattered 
the air. 


He had just enough time to realize that Sam had 
taken his gun before— 


—The basement door opened. 


Pulled forward by his hold on the doorknob at the 
Same time that his body automatically tried to back 
away from the threat, Dean was shoved rather 
forcefully out of memory lane and back into the 
present situation. 


His hand slipping off the doorknob as he fell 
backwards, his arms pin-wheeling as he desperately 
tried to regain his balance, Dean's stomach dropped 
to his feet, and for one, terrible instant, he felt the 
sensation of falling, and relived again his brother's 
horrifying memory that shouldn't have been 
impossible. 


Then a hand shot out—with impossible strength—and 
grabbed his arm, and stopped him from falling. He 
was yanked forward through the door, safely out of 
harm's way— 


—And into completely unknown territory. 
Completely unknown territory... 


... That consisted of a sunny, white-tiled kitchen whose 
counters were covered in enough open cereal boxes 
to feed an army of kids, and whose floor was packed 
with... 

..An army of kids. 

...All of whom were staring at him with wide, round 
eyes that were filled with fear. 


It was only then that he realized he had pointed the 


blade of the pocketknife—he couldn't even remember 
opening it—at the neck of the person who had just 
saved him. 


The girl, who looked like she was barely older than 
twenty, glared back at him in annoyance, her arms 
crossed over her chest. "You know," She said, 
narrowing her eyes, "Most people say thanks when 
you stop them from falling down the stairs." 


For a moment, all he could do was stare at her 
dumbly, the tip of his blade pressed against the skin 
of her throat, while she made no attempt at all to 
avoid the weapon. For the strangest reason, the color 
of her shirt—canary yellow, with long sleeves and a 
small V neck—seemed glaringly bright to his still 
struggling eyes. 

Then reality snapped back into place, and he yanked 
his hand away, automatically folding the blade so that 
it wouldn't be a threat anymore without even thinking 
about it. Crap, he'd almost just killed her! 


"I—uh, right, sorry." He said, stumbling over his 
words in embarrassment and quickly stowing the 
knife back in his pocket, "I didn't mean to scare 
you... His gaze slid to the group of kids who were 
still staring at him from the other side of the kitchen. 
There were seven of them, all girls, and all around the 
age of ten. 


A jolt of electricity ran through his veins as he 
remembered suddenly where exactly it was that he 
was standing, and immediately, the worry about 
scaring the crap out of a bunch of little kids 


disappeared like a punch to the stomach. 


The woman who'd saved him smirked, and twisted a 
strand of her vibrant red hair behind her ear, "As if," 
She scoffed, her voice light and cheery now that the 
weapon was away, and waving a dismissing hand 
toward him as she smiled reassuringly at the kids, 
"It's okay, guys, Dean here's not very polite, or you 
know, smart, for that matter, but he's perfectly 
harmless, so feel free to just ignore him." 


Dean wanted to point out that he was in no way 
harmless, but the sight of a single drop of red flying 
through the air in slow motion superimposed itself 
over his vision fora moment, and the words died in 
his throat. 


“But he just tried to attack you!" One of the older- 
looking girls protested, shocking him back into reality 
once more as she brandished a spoon in his direction 
like it was a weapon, and sending him a glare that 
would have been intimidating even ifhe weren't 
already aware of just how dangerous these people 
were. "And he hasn't even signed the contract yet! I 
checked yesterday!" 


Yesterday? He bit his lip at the confirmation that he'd 
been there for at least a day. He didn't even want to 
contemplate how he'd gotten there yet. 


The woman—who looked vaguely familiar, he 
suddenly realized with cold trepidation—waved her 
hand dismissively, "Oh, don't worry, Suz, he will. I'll 
make sure of it personally." She shot him a smirk that 
hid a dangerous threat beneath its sunny exterior. 


"Look," He said weakly, more afraid than he wanted 
to admit, and trying not to show it, "I don't even know 
where the hel—I mean heck—I am, or how I got here. 
I'm just trying to find my brother," He, tried to look as 
harmless as he possibly could, which wasn't really all 
that hard with his head pounding again and his vision 
suddenly difficult to focus. "My brother, Sam, we got 
arrested, and he started to freak, and one moment we 
were there, and the next, the next, I'm down in that 
basement, and I have no idea what happened, so if 
you can explain to me at a// what the heck is going on, 
that would be awesome." His voice rose slightly in 
volume of its own accord, and he clenched his jaw to 
keep from shouting his desperation. 


The woman—crap, he had definitely seen her before 
somewhere—narrowed her eyes at him, then switched 
her gaze so that she was looking over his shoulder. 
She smiled. A chill ran down his spine. 


“Dean Winchester." A young woman's voice—this one 
all too familiar—came from behind him. 


His heart suddenly pounding in his chest as a wave of 
cold fear washed over him, Dean forced himself to 
Slowly turn around even as the overwhelming urge to 
get as far away as quick as possible burned through 
his mind and made his fingers twitch toward the 
pocket that held his knife. 


The newcomer didn't miss the movement, and sighed 
loudly, her nonchalance putting him even more on 
edge than he had been before. "Don't make me regret 
letting you keep that knife." She said, crossing her 
arms over her chest and leaning back on one foot to 


eye him sternly, like he was a kid who had 
misbehaved and was being threatened with getting 
his favorite toy taken away. 


Dean swallowed nervously, and hid his hands behind 
his back, as far away from the knife as he could 
manage without handing it over to them. 


"Ah," He said, affecting a carefree air, "Dawn 
Summers. Just the person I always wanted to see 
again!" He hoped no one else noticed the way his 
hands shook even as he held them clasped together, 
“You know, I would really love to stay and chat, but 
we've got places to be, so if you could just tell me 
where Sam is, we'll be out of your hair faster than you 
can say jackrabbit." His gaze swept the hallway that 
lay behind her, trying to find any sign that his brother 
was there, and trying to figure out if it would be 
worth the risk to shout to get his attention. As soon as 
he found Sam, they were hightailing it out of this 
place as fast as the freaking could. 


"Jackrabbit." The brown haired woman said flatly, 
glaring at him as though she could read his mind. A 
shred of worry wormed its way into his head that 
maybe she could. 


God, I'm So Sorry. 


The sudden wave of guilt ambushed him from out of 
nowhere, and for a single, shocked moment, he 
wondered if this was another projection somehow 
from Sam. It was with even more shock that he 
realized it wasn't. Abruptly, her expression softened, 
and his heart almost stopped, sure that she could 


actually read minds and that she had heard his 
momentary show of weakness. 


Then she spoke, her voice gentle, and her stance 
losing its wary edge. "Dean," She said, unfolding her 
arms and looking for a moment like she wanted to 
reach out and touch him, "The only reason you're still 
here is because Sam..." She hesitated, biting her lip 
as worry crossed her features. "You...you'd better 
come see for yourself." She said finally, reaching out 
to grab his arm, but withdrawing the movement when 
he took a step back automatically, fingers itching for 
the knife hidden in his pocket before her clenched 
them at his sides again with white knuckles. 


Her eyes met his, and a shadow passed across her 
features. For a moment, he could have sworn he saw 
her eyes turn black. A chill ran down his spine. 


After a moment of hesitation, she silently held her 
hand out, palm up, fingers curled just slightly. Not 
demanding, requesting. 


She wanted the knife. 


He hesitated. It was all that was standing between 
him and the enemy that surrounded him. Without it, 
he'd be...defenseless. John had taught him never to let 
his guard down. Never to be caught without a 
weapon. 


But John had also told him he might have to kill his 
little brother. 
Acutely aware of the gazes burning into his skin from 


all sides, he reached into his pocket, withdrew the 
knife, and placed it in her outstretched hand. If 


anyone in this house decided he wasn't worth keeping 
alive any longer, one small pocketknife wasn't going 
to make much of a difference. 


Dawn inclined her head, and slipped the knife into the 
pocket of the black sweatshirt she wore. "Thanks." 
She said, "You...it would be best if you didn't have any 
weapons on you when you get near Sam." The worry 
in her voice was unmasked, and he felt his heart start 
to pound at her words. 


The memory of Sam lying unresponsive on the jail cell 
floor flashed through his mind, and he drew in a sharp 
breath at the horror and despair he'd seen in his 
brother's eyes. When he finally managed to find his 
voice, it was hoarse, and weaker than he wanted to 
admit. "Where is he?" 


Dawn turned halfway around, "This way," She said, 
then, directing her gaze over his shoulder, "Charlie, 
you should probably come too." 


Dean turned his head for a moment to see the woman 
who had stopped him from falling down the stairs nod 
once. A look passed between the two of them, setting 
his teeth on edge in suspicion. But then Dawn started 
moving down the short hallway that led off from the 
kitchen, and he hurried to follow, not wanting to 
waste it even a second longer than he had to before 
he was with his brother again. If they were planning 
to attack him, and just wanted to do it some place less 
public, then so be it. If there was a chance Sam was 
hurt—and he knew he was, there was no way he 
wasn't after what had happened at the jail—he was 
going to take it. 


Dean was escorted down the hallway, past a semi- 
crowded living room filled with teenagers of various 
ages watching some cartoon show, and up a quick 
flight of stairs. 


Dawn turned toward one of the closed doors at the 
top of the steps, and...hesitated. She turned back 
around to face him, her arms crossed over her chest 
as her shoulders slumped slightly in what appeared to 
be defeat. Dread had his heart crawling into his 
throat. What was so bad that Dawn Summers, the 
demon girl was afraid to go in? What had happened to 
Sam? 


She turned back to the door, and put a hand on the 
knob."Just...wait here a sec." She said, and before he 
could protest, because there was no way in hell he 
was going to wait outside while she was in there 
alone with his brother when he was Aurt—she opened 
the door and slipped inside, shutting it before he 
could even think about trying to see anything more 
than dim-lit red curtains covering a window to one 
side of the room. 


His feet were carrying him toward the door before 
even a moment had passed, determined to go inside 
and find out what was wrong with his brother. 


A hand shot out and planted itself firmly on his 
Shoulder, stopping him completely in his tracks. He 
could feel the inhuman strength waiting just beneath 
the surface of the light grip on his shoulder, and he 
knew that if he even so much as thought about trying 
to open the door before he was allowed to, the woman 
that Dawn had called Charlie would have him thrown 


across the room and restrained faster than he could 
blink. 


His lungs frozen with adrenaline, hardly daring to 
move, his eyes darted to the side to see stern green 
slits peering back at him from a freckled face framed 
in vibrant red. 


With a gasp, he stumbled backwards, his hands flying 
toward his head as pain suddenly stabbed into him 
like a knife twisting into his skull. Thoughts that 
weren't his own rang through his head as though they 
were being screamed in his ears. 


Liars! Thieves! Monsters! They've taken her! THEY 
STOLE HER FROM ME! 


The hand that was on his shoulder tightened, 
steadying him before he could fall over. Charlie said 
something he couldn't make out past the agony 
searing through him. He was steered toward a wall, 
and he leaned against it gratefully even as his mind 
felt like it was being torn to shreds. After a moment, 
his shoulder was released, and his heart fluttered 
with relief at the removal of the threat it had posed. 


He dug his fingers into his hair, trying to block out the 
deafening ringing in his ears that slammed into his 
head with the force of a sledgehammer. 

Eyes screwed shut against the pain, he was glad for 
the hand that had been on his shoulder before. He 
knew that without it he would have fallen to his 
knees. 

A voice filtered through to his mind past the searing 
agony, impossible to make out over the wordless 


scream that tore through his head, but reassuring him 
nonetheless. 


After a few moments that seemed to last an eternity, 
the pain started to dull, and the ringing faded from 
his ears. 


He opened tear-blurred eyes to see a worried face 
looking back at him. 


The door to the room opened again before anything 
could be said. Dawn stepped halfway out, her 
expression grim. Surprise momentarily flickered 
through her eyes when she saw him leaning against 
the wall like his life depended on it, but it quickly 
turned to understanding and acceptance. 


She grimaced. "Sorry," She said softly, her gaze 
darting back into the room for a second, "I didn't 
realize you would be able to hear him..." 


His skin crawled in horror as the memory of what had 
happened at the police station replayed in his mind. 
That was Sam? 


Goosebumps ran down his arms, his hair standing on 
end. No, no, that wasn't Sam. It couldn't be. How 
could it be? Sam couldn't have been the voice that 
had just slammed into his mind with screams of agony 
and rage. It wasn't possible. 


A voice in the back of his head whispered for him to 
remember the impossible memories that had been 
Shoved into his mind while they were both trapped in 
cages. 


“What are you talking about?" He demanded, pushing 
off from the wall and mentally snarling at his legs 


when they tried to buckle. By some miracle land 
Sheer willpower, he managed to keep standing, his 
hands clenched at his sides in an attempt to hide the 
fact that they shook uncontrollably. 


Instead of answering, Dawn tilted her head toward 
the room, and stepped back to allow him to go in. "It's 
better to see for yourself," Charlie added when it 
became obvious that he was hesitating. 


Steeling his nerves—because as much as he wished 
he could just run in and find out what had happened 
to his brother, the agony from just a few moments ago 
was still fresh in his mind, and his body screamed its 
protest. He'd been trained to listen to what his body 
was telling him, and now it was telling him to run far, 
far away. 


Sensing his distress, Dawn shook her head, "It only 
hurts the first time your hear him," She explained, her 
voice still quiet, as though trying not to wake 
someone who was asleep, "Your mind had to adjust 
first. You'll be fine now, I promise." She even managed 
a small, if not very reassuring, smile. 


Ashamed that he was being comforted for acting like 
a scared little kid, and by her, of all people, he 
Slammed down on the fear that wanted to rise up in 
him, and strode forward and into the room before he 
could change his mind. 


From behind him came Dawn's voice. "Charlie, can 
you stay with him? I have to go call Giles and see if 
he's come up with anything yet." Charlie said 
something in reply, but Dean wasn't listening 


anymore. He didn't want to know how many people— 
if they could even be called that—were in this house. 


Pausing just inside the door so that his vision could 
adjust to the abrupt change in lighting, his eyes 
scoured the room from corner to edge, trying to find 
Sam. The room wasn't small, but it wasn't big either. 
An unoccupied bed was pushed against the far wall, 
with light from the window he'd seen earlier 
streaming across the foot of it. It almost had a dusty 
air to it, like it hadn't been used in years. Aside from a 
vanity against the wall nearest him, the room seemed 
to be empty. 


As if for no other reason than to prove him wrong, a 
Shadow detached itself from the wall. 


His eyes drawing in all the light they could, he 
realized with horror that the thing moving toward him 
was too low to the ground to be human. 


A low growl rumbled through the air as the thing 
tensed, the white flash of teeth glinting in the sparse 
light that spilled in from the hallway, a single glowing 
orb that sent terror skittering up his spine staring 
back at him as the growl morphed into a horrifying 
snarl. 


Suddenly unable to move, he could only watch with 
horrified disbelief as the thing stalked forward and 
into the light. 


Fur as red as a fox's splashed over white markings 
painted the skin of the animal that stood before him, 
hunched into the shadows as though it were afraid of 
touching the light. Its pointed ears were pressed 


almost flat against its skull, and its lips were wrinkled 
back to reveal powerful gleaming canines that looked 
like they could tear through flesh in an instant. 


Even crouched down and looking like it was ready to 
leap for his throat at any moment, the giant dog's 
head rose high above his waist. It's entire body 
seemed to be made of nothing but muscle and fur. 
Above the bared teeth that sent horrified visions of 
hellhounds rushing through his mind, a single eye 
glared back at him with such untamed hatred that he 
was literally knocked backward a step as all his 
instincts screamed at him to run. 


But something about its gaze locked his own in place, 
and froze his body where he stood. 


The dog snarled as it advanced a single, threatening, 
step. 


WHERE IS SHE? The voice seemed to come from 
nowhere and everywhere at once, and held a 
viciousness to it that had him flinching even as he 
struggled to hold his ground. He shoved his fear to 
the side, and clenched his hands until his fingernails 
dug into his palms. For all its posturing, the dog 
hadn't made a move to attack him. 


Sn OL. 

The dog snarled again, its lips pulling back to reveal 
every single gleaming fang it possessed, before 
lunging forward suddenly and snapping at his legs. 
He didn't even have time to jump back before the dog 
dodged back out of the way, its face twisted into a 
horrific mask of rage, without its teeth ever getting 


anywhere near him. 


His heart pounding out a mile a minute in his chest 
and his lungs suddenly frozen with cold fear, he was 
frozen inexplicably in place. The dog's one-eyed gaze 
seemed to burn straight through him and into his 
soul, and he fought the urge to bare his own teeth in 
return as fear in the face of such a monstrous threat 
momentarily returned his reactions to the lowest 
instincts. 


But even as the gaze pinned him to the floor like a 
moth in a display case...something about it...seemed 
familiar. 


He suddenly remembered why he had come into the 
room in the first place. 


Sam. 


His eyes widened, and the air left his lungs ina 
sudden gasp of realization. His voice came out as a 
cry of shock. "Sam!" 


Without even thinking about it, he stumbled forward 
and fell to his knees in front of the dog, his eyes 
searching its scarred face for any sign that his 
brother was in there, his mind racing, trying to figure 
out what could have turned his brother into a dog. 


The hound leapt back, the growl issuing from its 
throat growing in volume, its amber eye flashing with 
anger. Dean saw for the first time that the eye that 
was missing—its right eye—was nothing more than a 
dark empty pit, the edges raw and twisted as though 
they'd been burned. 


His stomach turned in revulsion as he remembered 


the way firelight had danced sickeningly through the 
darkness reflecting off the metal bars of a human 
cage. 


"Sam— Sam, is that you?" His voice broke, and he 
struggled to hold back the sudden surge of tears that 
burned his eyes. 


If anything, the dog's expression grew more 
horrifying than it had been before, saliva dripping 
from its fangs as its ears lowered flat against its skull. 


TRAITOR! 


The word was roared at him with so much force and 
anger that he flinched back away from the sound, 
even though he knew it wouldn't do any good. The 
voice was in his head, even if he covered his ears, it 
wouldn't do anything to stop him from hearing it. 


Traitor? What did he mean? Who was a traitor? 


Pain stabbed at Dean's heart as the thought that he 
had somehow hurt his brother slammed into his mind, 
but he shoved it forcefully to the side. 


The dog suddenly broke off it's baleful glare to stare 
instead just over his shoulder, its tensed position 
relaxing slightly, its lips uncurling to hide its teeth 
from sight, though the growl in its throat didn't stop. 


Afraid to tear his gaze away from it, Dean darted his 
eyes to the side to see Charlie standing in the 
doorway, her face in shadow as the light from the 
hallway lit a fiery halo behind her head. 


Turning back to face the dog so he would at least 
know if it was going to attack him, he couldn't see the 


expression on her face when she spoke quietly. "We 
don't know why he's like this." 


The dog shrank back further from her voice, cringing 
until his belly brushed the ground as though afraid he 
would be struck, his entire demeanor going from 
enraged beast to terrified puppy in a second flat. The 
growl in its throat turned to a high, pitiful whine. 


I'm sorry! 

Even without the terrified voice that accompanied the 
sudden change in behavior, Dean knew enough about 
dogs and body language to realize that it was trying 
to appear as small and submissive as possible. 


His rage boiling to the surface faster than his 
conscious mind could follow, he leapt to his feet and 
Swung around, intending to demand just what she had 
done to his brother—because he knew, somehow, ina 
way he couldn't describe, he just Anew that the dog 
standing a bare few feet away was his brother, 
somehow—to make him so afraid. 


But the look on the red haired woman's face stopped 
him before he could even open his mouth. Her eyes 
were filled with such hurt that the angry words died 
on his lips and crawled back down to his stomach to 
sit there like heavy rocks. 


Charlie knelt down, her top lip pulled between her 
teeth as she bit it, her eyes shimmering when the 
movement caused the dog—Sam-to flinch back again, 
falling farther into the shadows so that all that was 
visible was its—his, his—muzzle and the reflected 
glow of his eye. 


Dean shoved all thoughts of what could have 
happened to the other one to the side, afraid that if he 
ventured into such horrifying territory he'd never 
escape. 


Charlie spoke, jolting from his distracted thoughts. 
"Sam," She said gently, holding one hand out slowly, 
like he was a real dog whose trust she was trying to 
gain, "Sam, it's okay, I know you didn't mean it, it's 
alright." Withdrawing her offered hand, she used it to 
roll back the sleeve of her other arm to reveal an ugly 
black and blue bruise splashed across her forearm. 
She tilted it so the light caught the colors, and held it 
out for Sam to see, flashing her teeth in a reassuring 
smile, "See?" 


Dean was forced to question her sanity. How was that 
not a big deal? The bruise went almost from wrist to 
elbow, and wrapped all the way around her arm. At 
the very center, several darker marks seemed to 
almost form a half crescent... 


Dean's eyes widened in realization just in time for the 
woman to confirm his fear as she spoke again, her 
voice still too cheerful for the situation they were in. 
"See?" She said again, "Slayer, remember? Just like 
you. Superhuman healing comes with the deal. By this 
time tomorrow, this—" She indicated the bruise with a 
wave Of her free hand, "Will be long gone. So no harm 
done, okay?" 


Slowly, cautiously, Sam crept forward again, belly still 
scraping the ground, tail between his legs, his one- 
eyed gaze held low to the floor as he stopped a few 
inches away from where she knelt. 


He whined again, high and hesitant, and gently 
nudged an uninjured part of her arm with his nose, 
his gaze darting up to hesitantly meet her eyes. 


I didn't know it was you, I didn't know where I was, I 
didn't know what was going on, and she... 


Sam flinched suddenly, looking like he was about to 
back off, but Charlie gently put on hand on his neck, 
stopping him before he could flee. Dean's heart 
caught in his throat, imagining the flash of teeth and 
blood that would surely follow at the unwanted 
contact. 


None did. 


His brow furrowed, and confusion washed through 
him. Why was Sam acting like this? What was wrong 
with him? First he was screaming at the top of his 
lungs that they were all monsters and thieves, then he 
acted like he wanted to tear Dean's throat out, then 
turned completely around and suddenly became was 
terrified of Charlie, only to calm down once she 
assured him that she was alright. He'd bitten her for 
god's sake! 


Sam fell silent, the rest of his words trailing off into 
silence. It was only then that Dean noticed with 
confusion the echo that followed almost immediately 
after his brother's voice, so quick he almost hadn't 
noticed it at all. 


"Sam, who's 'she'?" Charlie spoke before his 
befuddled mind could place where he'd heard it 
before. "You keep mentioning her. Who is she?" Green 
eyes turned for a moment to look questioningly in 


Dean's direction, but he shook his head, just as 
confused as she was. 


“Sam, how did you get like this?" He couldn't wait any 
longer, and his voice came out a bit louder than he'd 
meant it to, his worry for his brother momentarily 
overriding everything else, even his curiosity about 
the mysterious girl Sam was freaked out about. "What 
happened?" 


Charlie pulled her hand back as Sam tensed and 
swung his head to look at Dean, who realized with 
even more worry that his brother hadn't been able to 
see him while he was looking at Charlie, since he was 
standing on his blind side. Abruptly realizing that he 
probably appeared threatening in his brother's 
obviously muddle state of mind, he lowered himself 
back into a kneeling position, hoping it would help 
calm Sam down. 


It didn't. 


Don't call me that! He snarled, his nose wrinkling as 
he pulled his lips back to flash his teeth warningly, 
Sam Is a traitor! His ears fell flat again as he backed 
up a few steps so that he could see both of them at 
once, before speaking again, his voice a low, 
Suspicious growl, his gaze never breaking from 
Dean's. Kia nomo vi rakontis al li? 


"La kvina. Mi ne fidas lin." Charlie responded before 
Dean even had a chance to wonder what the hell they 
were saying. 

He could have sworn Sam nodded when he turned his 
gaze to look at her for a moment. Just as quickly, it 


Switched back over to meet his, and the one-eyed 
gaze seemed to burn his soul into sorrow. How had 
his brother lost his eye? What was going on? 


The lips covered the teeth once more, and Sam's eye 
narrowed just slightly in wariness. 


Kiu li estas? 


Again, with the mysterious language. Dean was 
quickly losing patience, both with his brother, and the 
Situation. 


“What did he say? What language is that?" He 
demanded, glaring at Charlie as she stared at his 
brother. He was tired of not knowing what was going 
on, he didn't need his brother keeping secrets from 
him too. Especially not when he was hurt and under 
some spell or something. 


Abruptly, his headache returned full-force, reminding 
Dean that Sam wasn't the only one not in the best of 
health. He still had a concussion to worry about. As 
another twinge of pain sparked in the back of his 
head, he conceeded unwillingly that it was also a 
severe concussion. 


Which brought up the question one again of how long 
had they been here? He still didn't know. He wasn't 
sure he wanted to know. 


Charlie seemed to be struggling for words, her 
expression shocked. "What?" Her dumbfounded 
question did nothing to assauge his quickly rising 
temper. 


“What. Did. He. Say?" Each word came out through 
gritted teeth. Sam growled in warning, but he didn't 


care. Everything had gone completely freaking insane 
ever since they'd gotten arrested, first with Sam 
freaking out over things that were impossible, them 
somehow getting here without Dean remembering 
any of it, and now his brother was a dog. He deserved 
an explanation, and if he had to march through the 
entire goddamn house and demand to speak to Dawn 
again, he would. 


Then he would take Sam, dragging him by a J/eash if 
he had to, and they would get as far away from this 
house and the people who lived here as quickly as 
they could. 


Charlie seemed focused on Sam, through, and 
ignored him so she could speak once more in the 
strange and infuriating language, her voice hesitant. 
"Vi ne konas Lin... ?" 


Another half-growl, half snarl from his brother. Mi 
neniam renkontis lin antaue! Kiel li sciis Sam? 


Dean's headache was getting worse. He had 
absolutely no clue what the heck they were saying, 
but the fact that Sam was reffering to himself in the 
third person wasn't good by any definition of the 
word. "What?" Maybe one worded sentences would 
get him answers faster. His aching head had decided 
not to let him do anything else. 


"I—" Charlie hesitated, her face paling slightly, before 
She turned to him with wide eyes, and finally 
answered his question. 


“He doesn't know who you are." 


Please review :) 


